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STEENIE.

Sturdy Steenie, rose-cheeked, bright-eyed,
Standing at the open door,
idding me good-bye with kisses
- ..\nd with promi-es a score:
I l} be just as wood as—apples!
_'Bey iy auntics and not ery,
SOr tease Mabe or wake the haby,
Till you: comes, maumma' Good-bye!™

50 I sterted, musing softly
Un the blessings GGod had given
In my children.  **surely,” ssid I,
* They ure chernbs strayed from Heaven!
earis so full of tender loving.
Eyes with earnest impulse bright—
Round them still there seem to linger
Halos of celestial light!”

Two hours’ labor, home returning
_Languidly, with weary feet,
Standing in the self-same Jdoorway
Little Mabe I chanced to greet;
Bright blue eyes all flushed with weeping,
_Lips a-quiver, cheeks a-flame;
Eagerly, to pour her sorrows
Into maminga’s ear, she came.

- Mamma, Stesnie’s been s0 nanghty!

First he told Aunt Sallie ‘won’t,’

Then he soratched my little table,
Thouuxh I asked him ‘please to don’t!”

en he sereeched and waked the baby,

Frightened him most to a fit,

And when Aunt Belle called him naughty,
Said he didn’t care a bit!

‘Then he made a faee at Dolly,
~aid she was an ‘ugly sing '
Said some day he's going to hang her
To the door-knob with n string.
Then 1 toid him if he did 1t
Y ou would send him right to bed,
S0 he thnmped me on the shoulder—
see the place—it's gwful red!

“ When he caw you coming, mamma,
He hid himself behind the door,
And he's wearing out his slippers,
Poundin' with ’em on the foor.
Mamma, if he is so wicked,
Does s0 many drefful things,
Will he erer be an angel
Up in lleaven with shiny winzs?>”

With a sudden jerk, my visions
Of celestial cherubs fled.
Frowningly my brow contracted,
In an accent stern [ aaid:
“* Come to e, you naughty feliow?
What ure ali these things 1 hear?
Rude to aunties, striking sister!
I must punish vou, I fear!"

From his stronghold eame the culprit,
seeming not at all afraid

Round his mouth the dimples lurking,
Brown eyes beaming undismayved

By my knee he took his station,
small defiance In the air,

Answering only to my chidings,
Sauecily: "1 doesn’t care!"

In my eyes the tear-drop started,

Anger giving place to pain:
“' 0, my baby, how you grieve me!

Are my teachings el in vain?"'

Suddenly two arms were round me—
Little nngers softly drew

Down my quivering lips to meet his,

* Kiss me, mamma—I loves you!"

This was all of his confession,

All his plea for pardoning grace,
* Yet I knew that he had conquered,

B?' the love-light in his face,

Eo | gave him absolution—
Thongh 1 pondered sadly still

On this iningled human nature,
Half of good and half of ilL

Inwardly I prayed for wisdom
Safe my littie band to guide

Through the periis that beset them,
Hedge thiem in on every side.

And an answer seemedl to reach me,
Softly falling from above:

“ Safest guard and guide, O, mother,
Is the holy powerof love!™
—Anna L. Ruth, in Boston Transocript.

THE COL. BILL WILLIAMS MINE.

They had struck it at Boulder. The
*Col. Bill Williams Mine” up Boulder
Canyon was said to be richer than the
Comstock. Californians forsook ranches,
mines and vineyards, and poured like
a torrent from the West into Denver.
At Denver this tide met a like stream
from the East. These streams united
and flowed on together into Boulder
Canyon.

e writer was borne in on the crest
of this flood tide and reached the famous
“*Col. Bill Williams Mine" at twilight,
when the Colonel had gone to his sup-
per, and his men were busy, lighting
the pine torches and knots that hung
about the mine, preparatory to setting
the miners at work in the shaft for the
night.

The mine was situated on a little flat
in the great canyon, just under the ho-
tel and the few other houses that made
up the town, on one side of the canyon,
the savage cliffs that looked down from
from the other.

An hour later, when the new famous
mine was in ion, there were to be
seen a creaking derrick, with ropes
-enough to rig a ship, a shaft, with men
pa.ssing ',:f and down,dripping and mud-
dy,an king mysteriously and wagging
their heads at each other, as if down
there they had come upon the hidden
and awful secrets of the earth; while
over all the blazing pine-knots shed a
wild and gorgeous light.

Close by the side of this shaft an en-
terprising red-headed man, called *Gin-
ger,” had established a bar for the
benefit of the dripping and mysterious
men who kept climbing up and down
the shaft. An awning of canvas cov-
ered the few bottles that stood on the
rough boards constituting this *‘bar;"
and behind the derrick, which was kept
busy hoisting rocks and buackets of
earth from out the shaft, there was
piled up as high as a man’s head a ragged
wall of quartz and granite. Through
this there was an open pass or gate-
way, by which people entered who
wished to see the new discovery, the
great “Col. Bill Williams Mine.”

Standing there, and out a little from
the light of the flaming torches, a thou-
sand camp-fires could be seen. The
whole face of the Rockies secemed to be
illuminated. The host that had poured
in from the four parts of the world were
camped before the m}g::y citadel of
Fortune as in a siege. king up this
canyon and on and the mountains
into heaven, it was diflicult to say where
the camp-fires left off and the stars be-
e h kept comi d goi

e men kept coming up an ing
down this shat‘: so busily thata st.m‘noger,
or one not nsed to mines and miners,
would have said there were at least a
thousand brave and stalwart men down
there. But an old Californian would at
once have det?cted that t:lere :i:; somg-
thing singularly superficial in this, and,
in(liqe%d, igt:tll the appointments of the
place. He would have noticed, too,
that the men salauted the barkeeper
familiarly, and drank with suspicious

larity.

rom the rocky side of the canyon
opposite the little town {ou could some-
times hear the call of the coyote, and
the old trapper, *Rocky Mountain Kit,"
a wreck and a relic who had been at-
tracted to the new mine by the thirst
for whisky rather than gold, straight-

be wolves and it mout be Imjuns,” mut- |
tered the half-doubled old man as he |
hobhbled away from the bar, where he
had sandwichied himself in between Lwo
muddy miners and so had succeeded in
including himself in the treat.

Suddenly there was a ripple of da-!
light. 'iha red-headed barkeeper ran |
his two hands up through his flaming |
“hair till it shot up like one of the pine- '
knots blazing about him. The miners
hastened down into the mine. Old
Rocky Mountain Kit undoubled himseif, |
as if he were a rusty old jack-knife, and |
smacked his parched lips. The pine-
torches and pine-knots that burned on
every hand seemed to glow and burn
with brighter flame. Colonel Bill Wil-
liams had come booming through the |
narrow rocky pass in the wall!

A magnificent specimen of physical
manhood he was. Tall, strong, broad-
breasted, bearded like a prophet, black-
eved, and altogether impressive, he
stood before his followers there the ac-
knowledged king of the new mining
camp. He had a small, feeble and un-
pretentious partner, with a stoop in his
shoulder, a squint in his eye, and acrack
in his shrill, piping voice. This little
man’s name was Doctor Baggs. The
Doctor seemed to have been waiting for
the coming of the Colonel, too, for as
soon as he made his appearance he
ceased to seem longer one of the shape-
less and dirty rocks that had made a
part of the wall, and came briskly for- |
ward.

The great, strong arm of the Colonel
swooped out and took in the neck of the
little Doctor, as if it were by chance,
and with his broad hat pushed back
from his brow he strode, without a word,

ast the mouth of the shaft to the bar.

e leaned against the rough boards a
moment, and then releasing the neck
from his elbow, he turned with his back
to the wall.  Still disdaining a single
word, he made another gesture with his
arm and swooped in every one, strangers
and all, who stood within the lizht of
the pine-knots and torches that flamed
behind, before, richt and left, and
above,

When all had drank, and the erowd
had melted away, the Doctor—who was
really a doctor, at least by practice and
profession—handed his pill-bags to Gin-
ger, and stood looking up, respectful
and expectant, at the fuce of the bearded
leader, from under his glasses, as the

t still loafed against the bar.

A low chuckle of delight reached the
ears of the Doctor from the black beard,
and then the satisfied face of Colonel
Bill Williams beamed above him, like
the sun through a rift of clouds, as a
broad hand descended and covered the
narrow shoulders of the Doctor, with a
forco that knocked a cloud of Colorado
dust from his old threadbare broad-
cloth.

“Well, Dock, old pard. he’sa-comin’.
Yes, he is, a-coming’ to buy our mine.
And if I don't sell out to that oid duffer
this time and see Maine and Maria
again, and with a bootleg full o’ gold-
dust, too, I'ma Dutchman!™

“You seed him, Colonel Bill? Seed
the old English lord ?

*No, no, no; I didn't see him, Dock.
I never seed a real live English lord in
my hull life. No, but Snagly went into
the hotel up thar, and him for me.
Snagly, the Injun Agent; Ginger, vou
know him; pard of yours, eh? Well,
he's smart. Gosh, all over. But can’t
he talk! You can't get a word in edge-
ways where Snagly is. And can't he
lie, thongh; been a member of Con-
gress; oh, can’t he lie, though!™

Hereupon ¢“Rocky Mountain Kit"
creaked out:

«And how do you know the old En-
glish Jord has come to Colorado to buy
a mine?"’

s‘How do I know he's come to Colo-
rado to buy a mine? What else do these
big bugs come to Colorade for? You
don’t s’pose a feller comes to Colorado
for fun, do you?"

*Come to Colorado to buy a mine, or
else to be doctored. Every human
bein® that comes to Colorado comes to
buy a mine or comes to be doctored for
his health, don’t he?" spoke up the little
doctor, sharply.

There was a pause here, and the great
leader looked first at the steady stream
of men pouring up and down the shaft
with the regularity of little meal -buckets
in a great mill, and then at the doorway
in the wall of rocks, as if ex ng
some one. At length Ginger said:

“Got her salted, Colonel Bill?”.

Gayly lifting his glass and waltzing
forward, and looking down into the
shaft, and then prancing back, the Colo-
nel answered :

“Salted?—I salted her—and then,
for fear I'd forcot it, I salted her
ag'in!”

Here a low chuckle of delicht came
from the region of the great black beard,
and the admiring miners nudged each
other with their elbows. The Colonel
continued: *“Why, I've put in more
honest labor a-saltin’ of this mine than
I ever done in my life afore. Salted?
Well, 1 should illuminate!” The honest
miner grew thoughtful for a moment;
and then, setting down his glass, said,
slowly: *I tried first, you know, boys,
to catch a syndercate—a syndercate of
lambs from New York. Well, they sent
out an expert. You all remember him,
boys. An expert! And an expert from
a college! Never seed a mine in his life
afore. Well, this expert, he wanted
half to report favor'bly. Half! Think
of it, boys! Wanted half of an honest
miner’s money. I wouldn't give it.
I’'ve zot {)rinciple, 1 have. You all
know me.’

¢« Yes, oh, yes! We all know you.”

There was & chorus of vociferous an-
swers and another drink; then the Col-
onel continued:

# Yes, I've got principle. That was
the trouble. I wouldn’t give him half,
on a p'int of principle, p'int of honor.
‘It was too much. [offered him a third.™ |

s« And he wouldn’t take it!" ejacu-
lated the Doctor, as the honest miner
mournfuily shook his head.

« No! no! Then them fellers up the
canyon yonder offered him two-thirds
of all they %'Iot, and he took it. No
principle in them miners up thar at all.™

¢ Ah, principle don’t pay in Colora-
do, Colonel Bill,” sighe e Doctor.

“Pay! [ lost a fortane right thar, |

ntlemen, on a p'int of principle, a
g?int of honor. Bul: ru catc?! ‘em this
time, poys. Come up and drink again, |
every one of you." Again the great
| swooping arm brought the boys togeth- |
l er in a knot at the rickety bar. *‘And

you'll all stand by me?” cried the Colo-
nely as he shot his glass in the air. They
all nodded assent. *“I'll tell a thing,
and vou swear toit. Oh, I'mall here!»
he added, in a vociferous tone.

Arain all assented boisterously as the

!Cohmel struck his broad breast and

ended his speech. Setting dowh his
glass and unloosening his back from the
bar, with the eye of a brave, battle-
loving captain, he looked to see that
everything was ready for action. He
glanced at the ereaking derrick, at the
perpetual stream of men passing up
and down the shaft,pushed his hat a lit-
tle further back from his brow, turned
the quid of tobacco in his cpeek. apd
then tranquilly waited, certain of vic-
tory, certain that at last he was to sell
his mine, pocket the money, and again
see old Maine, Maria, and the little ones.

¢ Shoo! I thought I heard some one
a-comin’,”" said the doctor, as he lifted a
tinger and leaned forward, looking to-
ward the doorway. For a moment the
miners all craned their necks and
looked ; but, as the expected visitor did
not appear, Old Kit creaked out:

«“ And how will you know him,
Colonel Bill, when he comes? A live
lord! A real live English lord! Hie—
all gold lace down here, eh?  Jist that
way in picter-books, Colonel Bill. Bat
will you know him without a introduoe-
tion, Colonel Bill?”

“ Know him? Why, I'd a know a
lord as far as I could see him. Don'tl
know the ‘stocracy? Hain’t I be'n to
Boston? O, I'll know him. Why, I

| eould tell a lord by the noble look of his

brow!™

The riekety, drunken old trapper
seemed satisfied, and tottered away,
chuckling to himself as he jostled
through the crowd. :

¢ A real, live English lord! All lace
and gold, gold and lace all up and
down before.”’

¢ Yes, and he’ll be here in a minute,
too!” cried the Colonel. “Listen!
There he comes! Pose, boys, pose! Look
dignified! Look your best! Look your
level best!™

The miners all struck imposing atti-
tudes, and the Colonel shouted out to
old Kit, in & voice of thunder: ¢Pose, I
tell you!"

But the old trapper only paused a
moment in his meanderings, and then,
tottering helplessly back to the Colonel,
fell laughing, maudlin-like, in his arms.
It looked as if he was going to be
troublesome. The Colonel spun him
about, and in shouted as he
pushed, wrestled and dragged him to
the other side of the shaft:

«“Now you stand in your place, you
old juniper stump, and pose!"” He
planted him hard, and again started, as
a stout, dumpy figure darkened the
narrow pass in the stone wall: *“Pose,
Itell you! Hang you, pose!™

Poor Kit tried to vose, but could not
stand still. **Stand still and e! And
don’t you dare to move till that old
duffer comes!’’ cried the excited Colo-
nel. Then, leaving the limp man with
his knees smiting together, he stepped
back and mounted a pile of rocks by
the bar. “Now, boys, yank out your
specimens and be lookin’ at 'em and
a-talkin’® about 'em, and a-talkin®
about my mine. Say that the Col. Bill
Williams Mine is the biggest thing in
all Colorado. Say that the Col. Bill
Williams mine is a bigger bonanza than
the Comstock!™

There was a flourish of rocks,and a
chorus of approving voices. The Colo-
nel was hs.rdl;y in & more exalted state
of mind than his men. The prospect
of selling a mine for half a million,
together with the flood of Colorado
whisky, had lifted them far above the
plane of ordinary expectation. ¢‘The
‘Col. Bill Williams Mine' is a bigger
bonanza than the Comstock,’ roared
the miners, as they rallied around
their chief, and flourishing their long,
ragged arms in the air.

As this proceeding was at its height,
the stout, dumpy figure at the gate-
way, clad in a rough,soiled suit of gray,
advanced down the narrow stone to the
inner edge of the wall, and looked on in
mute amazement,

The Colonel was delighted with the
enthusiastic behavior of his boys, and,
with head high in the air, shouted :

“That's splendid! That's glorious!
Keep it up! Keep it up! Keep it—"
Observing something unusual in the
look of the crowd, the Colonel turned,
saw the re in the narrow' passage,
and pauasing, and lowering his voice,
queried: “*Now, who in the nameof Old
Nick is that? Get out of the way thar!
Thar’s a lord a-comin’; do you hear?”
roared the disgusted Colonel. *Get out
or come in, vou bloated old loafer. Who
is he, Ginger, anyhow !

¢ Oh, he's a tender-foot, I guess. Get
out of the way, thar!”

*QOh, get out or come in!" shouted
the Colonel. “Do you hear? We are
lookin’ for 2 gentleman.”

The éiouble (ichin of ltxhe stout, dlﬂmpy

re dro an inch or two, perhaps,
gg;lt.he mxge himself did not mol;e ba(’:k,
forward, or aside one single inch to
make way for the distinguished noble-
man who had come to Colorado to buy
a mine.

The enraged Colonel leaped down
from the rocks at last in a tit of despe-
ration, and, rushing forward, took the
stranger by the collar.

“If you won't go out, come in and
clear the pass, I sasy.” And with one
jerk he brought him half way across to
the bar. “There is a lord a-comin’
here, all lace and gold and ruffles. Do

you hear?” And then he shook him till | T

his teeth chattered. ‘Do you hear, I
say; or are you deaf? Or are you dumb?
Or what’s the matter with youP Hain't
you got no manners?”’ Again he shook
him till the breath was out of him, and
the stranger attempted in vain to speak.
*No! Don't you speak! Don't you dare
to speak to me! If thar's any speakin’
to be done, I'll do it myself. And don’t
yon dare to speak to that lord when he
comes; for 1 know your grammar’s bad.
Now you stand thar and pose!' and
here, being quite out of breath, he
planted the h;]f-strangled man by the
shaft as if he were a post, and belonged
there as a part of the machinery of the
mine.

“Pose, I tell you, and make an im-
pressfon. And when that old Lord
Howacd comes—*'

“Why, why, bless me soul, I-—I—i'm
Lord Hnwnrc{ 1" at last gasped the hon-
est Englishman.

“Eh? Eh? Be you thelord?”

“[—[ am."

He did not even ask for anything ta

drink.

“Beaten ag'in, boys,’” at last mur-
mured the €olonel, meekly, aside to the
miners. , ““‘Another. fortune . slipped
through my honest grasp. Ah, Colo-
rado’s a hard country to make 4 livin®
in.u N s | , « By
‘One miner, a gréen one, who had not
been there long, swore furiously for a
momient, but, sesing he was alone, and
feeling how ipadequate, were even the
most massive oaths, he suddenl
stopped, and then the silence that fol-
lowed was painful. They could hear the
wicked little coyote calling from the
hills above, bat that was all. At Iast,
the two men began to gasp and gaze
at each other as they got their respec-
tive breaths. The Englishman, who
had been rubbing his throat, saw the
bar, and, as if resolved to see if he could
still swallow, called up the crowd with
a jerk of His thumb, and treated promis-
cuously. This broke the ice; for he

swore lastily as he drank, with the very |

first breath he had to spare.

“sHe's a gentleman,” sgueaked the
Doctor,aside to the Colonel, as he wiped
his month on his sleeve. '

““Swears like a gentleman,’* answered
the Colonel. v
K“Trea.ts like a gentleman," creaked

it.

“And pays like a gentleman,” said
Ginger, as he raked in and clinked two
sovereigns.

“‘Well, who cares for a live English
lord, anyhow,** half sneered the Doctor,
taking heart again from his full tambler
of Colorado lightning.

= We lick ‘em at Bunker Hill,
dida’t we?” courageously responded the
Colonel, aside to his piping little part-
ner; and then, with the new inspiration
upon him, he advanced and, bowing
profoundly to Lord Howard as he
reached his hand, exclaimed with a
flourish of the arm that took in the
whole Rocky Mountains: ‘“You are wel-
come, sir. Welcome to the balmy
breezes, the lofty altitudes, and the
aurif’'rous regions of Colorado.” He
broke down, struck an attitude again
and went on: “The British Lion, sir—
and the American Eagle, sir. The
American Eagle, sir—sir—the British
Lion and the American Eagle—sir—sir
—sir—1—I—1I"d like to sell you a mine,
sir. No—no—not this one. Another
one. Got another up canyon. Can
have it in full operation in two hours,
sir.”

My lord seemed a bit dazed and did
not respond.

¢ Come to Colorado for your health,
I s’pose, my lord?” piped in the Doc-
tor, edgewise.

sHo! ho! bless me soul, no!*” puffed
the old nobleman at last, with his glass
to his eve, and a hand still to his throat.

“Well, that's queer. Everybody
comes to Colorado for their health,”
answered the Doctor.

“ Of course, then, you came to Colo-
rado, my lord, to buy a mine?"” cried
Colonel Bill. **Got the biggest thingin
Aanericea, sir!"

* Why, bless me soul, no! I want no
mine. I want neither mine nor medi-
cine. I—I—will you drink, gentlemen?"
He had learned a Colorado trick or two.
“The bloody alkali dust of Colorado
makes me throat hurt; or was it the
:"isky? Hot! bless me soul, that was

ot!

The old nobleman wrestled bravel
with the burning liquid, and Colonel
Bill, who now stuck like a burr to his
elbow, continued :

¢ Climate! Climate, my lord! Colo-
rado's .a hot country. ButI'd like to
sell you & mine up the canyon, sir; or
down the callgon, or anywhere you
please, my lord; forty foot vein, dips,
sours and angles, all solid silver, ’cept
the gold init. ’Spect to find it in a
liquid state orn next cross-cut and inter-
section level. Like to sell you that mine,
my lord. Buy a silver mine, sir? I'll
seﬁ you a gold mine; sell you a dia-
mond mine!**

“ Why bless me soul, do you Colorado
men think of nothing but selling a
mine?" blastered the old nobleman,
finally, after he had screwed his eye-
glass in its place and had looked lon
and curiously at the giant before him.
#“Why, at Denver, a dozen men wanted
to sell me a mine before I got the dust
out of me eyes; and here you all seem
to think, talk, dream of nothing else.”

He went over to the bar and reached
his hand to Ginger for his change. He
had heard enough and wanted to go
away.

40, that’s all right. That’s all paid,”
answered Ginger.

¢ ] want me change. I gave you two
sovereigns, me man. I gave you two
sovereigns.”

¢t Yes, yes, I know. That's all right.
You see, sovereigns are at a discount in
Colorado.”

¢ Bless me soul! Then I'd better go
at once, and get on into Canada.”

And he walked aside, and, big with
unborn English oaths, looked down into
the now empty shaft.

‘“Don’t want any mine,” said the
Colonel, mournfully, to the Doctor.

“Nor don’t want any medicine,”
gloomily answered the Dootor. ‘“He’'sa
sort of ole’margarine lord, anyhow, he
is. Let's go for him!"

¢ Says he wants to git into Canada,”
chuckled the Colonel.

The big-hearted Colonel Bill Williams
was reckless now. He had met with
many failures in his stormy life on the
border, but none so inglorious as this he
had just encountered. He was in dis-
ace before all his men, who had been
sppalled at the audacity of the stranger,
and were correspondingly losing confi-
dence in Colonel Bill. Now they stood
apout, gloomy, helpless, almost penni-
less. If he could not sell the mine, he
thonght to himself he would at least
sell the very green old Englishman.
Assuming a gay air of banter, he began:

“ Didn’t you say you wanted to git to
Canada, my lord! I say, you ain't got
far to go if you want to go to Canada.
The line runs right through my silver-
mine here,"” and he winked at the crowd
back over his shoulder, as he advanced
toward my lord and drew a line with
his foot. “That’s Canada, and that’s
the United States. Yon pays your money
and you takes your choice.”

The nobleman looked at him a mo-
ment in admiration of this unexampled
impudence. Then, as if believing all,
and quietly accepting the situation of
things, he stepped forward and gaid:

«Why, bless me soul! Is that Canada?" !

and this seeming simple old man looked

The Colonel fell back against the bar. | at the spot with his glass. ‘‘English
He did not ery out. Hzgdid not curse. | soil! God bless old England! I love

her! Ilove every foot of her!™ and
the honest old n crossed over and
set down his foot firmly. *‘‘And  this
is Canada hey? Very glad to be agsin

ing an eye, not to the crowd, but to the
'north star that just grazed the brow of
'the steep bluff abuve him, he pomoously
pretended to take possession. Ilis face
was toward the narrow pass in the great
stone wall by which he had entered, and
taking three or four duck-like strides
forward, he passed out, and they never
gaw him more.

The miners melted away in the dark-
ness, one by one, as the lights grew
| lower, and as the last torch flickered
out, the great s lator, whose feeble
imitators have since overrun the wor}d,
rolled himself in a blanket by the side
of his prospect hole, and left Colorado
to the wonderful stars and the coyote
howling from the hill.—J/oaquin Miller,in
The Century.

History of the Cucumber.

The cucumber is known to have been
cultivated for over three thousand years.
In ancient Egypt it was extensively

wn and is so at the present day. The
want of this vegetable was one of the
grievances complained of to Moses by
the Israelites in the wilderness. We
also find it mentioned in other parts of
Scripture. It is mentioned in a partic-
ular manner by some of the early Greek
writers on plants. Cucumbers grownin
the neighborhood of Antioch were con-
gidered by the ancient Greeks the finest.
Columella mentions that the inhabitants
of Mendes, in Egypt, were accustomed
to take the largest bramble bush they
could find, transplant it to a warm, sun-
ny spot; cut it down about the time of
the vernal equinox to within a couple of
fingers of the ground, then insert a seed
into the pith of the bramble, the roots
of which were well covered over with
fine manure to withstand the cold. By
this plan they were enabled to have cu-
cumbers all the year round. Thissame
author states that cucumbers ought to
be propagated from seed that has been
st,eepegin milk and honey for a couple
of days, this method having the effect of
Jsendering them sweeter and pleasanter
to the taste. 2

Pliny states that in Italy the cucum-
bers are small, but in some countries
are large and of a wax color or black.
He tells us that the Emperor Tiberius
was so fond of this vegetable that. it was
served up at his table all the year round.
The same author appears to have con-
sidered the cucumber unwholesome in
an uncooked state, as he tells us it will

| live in the stomach until the next day,

and can not. be reduced to food; but,
when boiled and served up with oil,
vinegar and honey, it makes a delicious
salad; he also recommends a pinch of
the seed beaten up with cumin and
taken with wine as a good remedy for a
cough.

The precise date at which the cn-
cumber was first cultivated in England
is unknown. It was probably intro-
duced with other fruits and vegetableg
at the time the Romans were masters of
the country. 1t became neglected in
time and entirely lost, but was at length
introduced again at the latter part of
the reign of Henry VIII. Parkinson,in
his ‘‘Paradisus’ (1656), tells us that in
many countries they eat cucumbers as

Y | we do pears and apples, paring and giv-

ing sliees of them as we would to our
{friends of dainty apple or pear. The
cucumber was not generally cultivated
till almost the middle of the seventeenth
century, and it is stated that the first
successful forcer of this piant in Eng-
land was Thomas Fowler, gardener to
Sir Nicholas Gould, of Stoke Newing-
ton. Some years ago the cucumber was
cultivated in large quantities in the out-
skirts of London, and is stated in Dr.
Wynter’s “Curiosities of Civilization®
that fourteen acres might be seen under
hand glasses in a single domain, and
that it has been known that two hun-
dred thousand gherkins have been cut
in & morning for the pickle merchants.
In Loudon’s time large quantities were
grown in the fields of Hertfordshire,

& | without the aid of glass, for the London

markets durisg the summer months.
The viilage of Sandy, in Bedfordshire,
has been known to furnish ten thousand
bushels of gherkins in one week for
pickling purposes.

The cucumber, notwithstanding it sex-
tensive use, is considered unwholesome
by most medical men. Dr. Doran, in his
“Table Traits,” mentions that in the
days of Evelyn (1699) the cucnmber
was looked upon as only one remove
from poison, and adds that it had better
be eaten and enjoyed with that opinion
in one’s memory. Abernethy also gave
a quaint recipe for its use, which was
to peel the cucumber, slice it, pepper
it, put vinegar to it, then throw it out
of the window.

The extent to which this vegzetable is
consumed by the inhabitants of Egypt
and the southwest of Asia, and also in
European Russia and Germany, would
scarcely seem credibie to this country.
You never see a Russian peasant at din-
ner but you see the lump of black bread
and a cucumber. The vegetable seems
certainly a singular dish to be so national
in a country with a climate like that eof
Russia. Some writers say that  there
used to be a great annual fair at Leipsic
for cucumbers, when the streets were
heaped up a story high with that

recious element of German cookery.

n Germany barrels of half and also full-
grown cucumbers are preserved from
one year to another by immersion in
deep wells, where the uniformm tem-
perature eand exclusion from air seem
to be the preserving agents. Tartary
has been assigned as the native country
of the cuncumber, but upon what authority
is equally questionable with that of the
melon. No modern traveler appears to
have found it growing wild.— Western
Rural.

—There was one woman, young and
very demure, among the passengers in
an Arizona stage coach, and when a
gang of masked robbers appeared, she
told the five men in the vehicle to hand
their watches and money to her. ‘I'he
did so, and she hastily hid the articles
under her clothing, When the high-
waymen came to her in their search, she
blushingly begzed them to be content
with examining her pockets, vowing
| with upturned eyes and solemn tones

on honest English soil.” Then, wink- ¥

 that she had nothing concealed. The
| gallantly eomplied, and went away wilz
' only a few stray dollars, missing thingd
| worth about 810,000.—N. ¥. Mail. '

:ﬂ_m Niagara Hackman.

s Niagars is & nice ,* 1 vene
tured ; “I would like to live here all the
ear. Isthe soo;et{_ | 32

« §'ciety good
ber of six {'hul:hm four s of Odd-
Fellows, al ht.ha -poﬁﬁoalm ba, a.:zlc lIZ
don’t know -how man ) par soci-
eties.  (Sam, that plsay_ :ggu ‘Jl me
is not . You used 8o se’s
bottle.) Ni boasts the best s'ciety
in the world, and everything is reasona-
ble here. I'll take you all over for $2.25,
ir, bein’ a8 it's you."" 3
e Too much."yl said. “Wait awlile;
tell me sol:‘na::blng about your expe-
riences n Rl | :

«I'1 u?ll you how we do. We drive
ap to the depot an' wait for the train.
There's about thirty of us; the reg'lars,
you know. When the drop
off we look at em, kind o size 'em up,
you know, an’ we can tel pretty well
what a man is worth an’ how loog he l!
stay. If he looks sort 'o poor like an’
only aa.nilies a.h amnllsmnel. we k?;!:
one day’ll fix bim., But if 3 manan’ his
w:fe‘t&ﬁy‘ famil gg;nu an' b’r[n‘ three or
four trunks, that's a healthy sign, an
we treat him right. We sort o’ scram-
ble among ourselyes for him, and refuse
to take pay for carryin’ him to the ho-
tel, but we give him s card, an’ then
watch him. We find out what rooms he
takes at the hotel, where he sits at meals,
an’ we know all about him. 'If he tips
the waiters, that’s another encouraging
sign. Then' he comes out on the inzz8
to sit an® smoke after dinuer. here's
where the tourist makes & mistake. He
should stay indoors, but he will come
out, an’ he is likely feelin® pretty good
after his dinner, so then we begins. Do
we ever mistake our ‘man? Never, sir,
never. We hook him every time. (Yes,
Sam, gimme the same.) ~ An’ then the
bridal parties. Well, bridal parties are
the best o the lot. Thafupay blE. an’
never complain. Well, let’s drink, an’
then I'll show you around for $2, be-
cause [ like you, you know.” .

«Thanks,” I ‘timidly said, asI hid
my blushes.

“There was a , just married,
came here from C last week. I
booked em. ‘I want to see the falls,’
said the husband, ‘an’ I want to
driven all over; how much will it cost?’
I sized him up an’ says, ‘Ten dollars,
sir, an’ 1'll give you my best team.” His
wife said she would like it, and in they
got. I drove em over to the park, got

em inside, and the gatekeeper says
*$1.50, plesse." The man paid it. I
took 'em over to the shaft, to go down,

bet! I'm a mem-

an’ the keeper says, ‘$1 each, please.’"

He paid it. Down-stairs the man sai
81 each to go under the falls.” He pa
it. = Then over Suspeasion 'Brlx'ﬁ;
¢81.75," said the maninc e
peid it. Down to the whirlpool. ‘Fifty
cents each,’ said the keeper. He paid it.
Then around to the place where you
can see Brock’s monument. ‘Filty cents
aach,” said the keeper. He paid it.
Then up to the Bnming Spring we went.
*One dollar each,’ said the man at the
door. He paid it. Then to the museum ;
it took *fifty cents each.' Oh, how the
fellow kicked. Then 'M{ dear,’ he said
io his wife, ‘go inside, I'll be in soon.’
But he comes to me an’ he says: ¢Ole
chap, how many more placesare there !
‘A dozen or fifteen,’ says I. ‘Well,
here,’ he says, ‘I'll make a deal with
you. When my wife comes out tell her
there are no more Ewes to visit, and
['ll give you $5." e did, an’ [ lied to
his wife an'drove 'em home. T
took the train that night, an’ 1

em. Bill Johnson carted 'em down to
the dePot. an’ charged 'em two dollars
m{}‘;: aid well,” I suggested

“The well,” I su -

“ Yesl.? airly well; ['ll take you over
to see everything for $1.50, sir; ’cause
you're an agreeable fellow. (Yes, gim-
me the same, Sam."")

“1'll go to-morrow morning at nine
o’clock. Come around to the hotel for

1"

e.

¢t Look at that rig, eh;"" the hackman
said ; “*how’s that for style?"

‘“Splendid,”” I said, as a prettily
dressed young lady drove by in a village
cart.

*¢ Yes, sort o' pretiy,” he said. “I'm
her father, an’ she likes style.”

¢ That’s a pretty house on the cor-
ner,” I said, as we moved on the street.
“‘Some nabob with lots 'of money lives
there, I suppose?*

*That house over yonder? That house
with the hifh stoop and stained
windows? It’s mine? My wife liked it,
and I bought it to oblige her!”

¢ You'll call at nine o'clock to-mor-
rowP” I said. '

“Yes," he said, “I’ll take you all
around for a dollar. Good-by!’

I went to my hotel. I asked for m
bill. I didn’t like it. It was too big. I
am not Vanderbilt nor Rothsehild. I
had no desire to see the falls.. I would
take the first train ont. I had just time
to write a few words to the man who
had drank at my expense, as follows:

Want to see the Falls,
Or the Park.
Or Goat Island.
Or go under the Falls.
OF the Whiipool:

0 rt T =
I don’t; Or the Burning Spring.
Or the Museum.
Or the Cataract.
Or the Horse-shoe.

And 1 slipped out of the hotel, dis«
ised, and took the next h‘du.——if. 'Y,
Zpress. t -

The ﬁuest Man.

¢ Who is the wisest man mentioned
in the Scriptures?”’ asked Miss Good-
enough of one of her Sunday-school
class on a recent Sabbath.

¢ Paul!™ exclaimed the little fal.low,
confidently.

¢ Oh, no, Johnnie; Paul was a very
ﬁod man, but Solomon is mentioned as

e wisest man.'"

“Well, my father says Paul was the
wisest man, he never married ;
and I guess father ought to know!” re-
plied the boy, rather emphatically.

And Miss Goodanou%h. who has
reached the sunless side of forty, did not
contradict him, even though she may
have had her own views upon the sub-

Y | ject.— Fonkers Statesmau n.

—¢Faith,” said Jimm O'Brien,
¢America is the friend the Irish.
Bedad they think so mooch of the Irish
byes and gurrls that they name their
States by them. There’s O’Hier, and
O'Regon and Mrs. O'Re; whieh the
gsame is meant for Mrs. O'Hara, and I
think as the next sthate will be
©'Brien.""—0i! Cily Derrick.




